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spewing forth fire, and then to the door. Slinking in was
the individual who had scuttled away on my entry. He
was a cringing creature, holding his hat in his hand like
a beggar, trembling under the douche of words that had
greeted him, writhing beneath the torrential flow of
mirthless laughter, and rendered even more uneasy by
the way in which, from behind the bar, the hostess was
whispering to the girl.

"Go and sit down beside Franchise," the young
woman said hectoringly. "Can't you see I've got a
gentleman customer?"

She spoke to him exclusively in the German tongue,
while the hostess and the younger girl split their sides
with laughter though they could not understand a word
she said. The man was evidently a habitue.

"Give him a bottle of champagne, Frangoise, the
most expensive brand," she yelled mockingly. "And if
it's too dear for you, my man, you've only got to stay
outside and not come bothering us. You'd like to have
me for nothing, I know, and anything else you could get
without paying you'd grab. Ugh, you filthy beast."

The tall figure crumbled under the lash of this
tongue. Like a whipped cur, he sidled up to the counter
and with a trembling hand he poured the wine into a
glass. He evidently wanted to look at the slattern who
was abusing him, and yet he was unable to lift his gaze
from the floor. The lamplight caught his face, and I
saw before me an emaciated visage, with damp locks of
hair sticking in wisps on the brow. His limbs were slack,
as if broken at the joints. He was a pitiable object,
devoid of strength and yet not wholly lacking in a kind of
vicious courage. Everything about him was askew;
and the eyes he raised for a flash did not look straight,
but were shifty and full of a wicked light.

"Don't bother about him," said the girl to me in her
ponderous French and seizing me roughly by the arm as
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